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Here flam'd the Cyclops' forges, Mars his armoury was here,
Himself he sheds in us, and with our cause ourselves we cheer.
But (which had scarified our wounds, if wounded, with the balm
Of her sweet presence, so applaus'd as in sea storms a calm)
Her royal self, Elizabeth, our sovereign gracious Queen
In magnanimous majesty amidst her troops was seen.
Which made us weep for joy, nor was her kindness less to us.
Think nothing letting then that might the common cause

discuss,
Where prince and people have in love a sympathy as thus.

Howbeit force nor policy, but God's sole providence,
Did clear fore-boasted conquest and benighted thraldom hence.
He in Sennacherib his nose did put His hook, and brought
Him back again the way he came, without performing aught.
He fought for us, alonely we did shout and trumpets sound,
When as the walls of Jericho fell flat unto the ground.
Yea lest, (for erst did never here like strong supplies befall,
Like loyal hearts in every one, like warlike minds in all,
Less spare of purses, more foresight, and valiant guides to act,
As showed our hardy little fleet that battle never slacked)
Lest these, I say, might have been said the cause that we

subdu'd,

Even God to glorify Himself our gained cause pursu'd,
Without our loss of man, or mast, or foe once touching shore,
Save such as wreckt, were prisoners, or but landing liv'd not

more.

And as in public prayers we did His defence implore,
So being victors publicly, we yielded thanks therefore.
Her highness-self, good cause she had, in view of every eye,
On humble knees did give Him thanks that gave her victory.
Remaineth, what she won, what Spain and Rome did lose

in fame:
Remaineth, popes use potentates but to retrieve their game.
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